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THE LATEST ART NOTES. 


[‘‘An exhibition is shortly to be opened of drawings and paintings b 
children under fifteen years of age.’”] = J ‘ Sting 


Tue Academy picture of Master THomas TirrLepat is now 

nearly completed, and it is certain to prove one of the master- 
pieces of the year, appealing as it does strongly to the military 
and patriotic instincts of the public. It depicts a British soldier 
in action, and the scarlet of his tunic and the yellow helmet 
form prominent pm of its colour-scheme. A large cloud of 
smoke is issuing from his rifle, and, by a brilliant piece of poetic 
imagination, the bullet (represented by a brown blot) is depicted 
as visible to the sight as it whistles through the air. Beneath 
the picture is the inscription, in Prussian blue, “This iss a 
Soldger.” 
_ We are glad to say the indisposition cf Miss ANcztina SNooks 
is less serious than it was at first reported to be. This talented 
young lady, whose representations of windmills are so justly 
popular, attempted, in a moment of aberration, to eat a cake of 
gamboge. Fortunately her nurse was able to interrupt the meal, 
and it is hoped that in a few days’ time she will be completely 
restored to Ith. 


Ir is said, on good authority, that Master Witu1am JENKINS is 


likely to be appointed to the Slade Professorship, at present | 


vacant. Some of the critics, while admitting his claims on other 
grounds, are inclined to demur to his election on the score of his 
advanced age. It is true that Master Jenkins has passed his 
fourteenth birthday, and that therefore his best work must neces- 
sarily lie behind him. Still, his brilliant course of lectures on 
“The Art of Caricature,” and his portraits of schoolmasters (exe- 
cuted in chalk, on w n palings) seem to point him eut as one 
eminently qualified for the post, and it is said that Messrs. Watts 
and Burne-Jones are extremely anxious to take lessons from him. 


Britisn sculpture is decidedly looking up. We have rarely 
seen finer mens of the art than the mud-pies recently de- 
signed by Master Parpias Brown. Should the season permit, it 
is understood that this clever sculptor will produce a colossal 
figure in snow during his Christmas holidays. 








| At those who value artistic decoration in their homes should 
not fail to read the lately-published volume, entitled, Practical 
Hints on the Adornment of the Nursery, with special reference to 
the Use of Chromo-lithographs from the Illustrated Papers. 

| distinguished authoress is weed well-known, by reason of her 
brochure on the furnishing ef dolls’-houses. 


Ir is curious to notice how variable are the prices obtained in 
the auction-marts for the work of our best arti For instance, 
an original study in slate pencil by that celebrated artist Master 
Wiiu14m Dossin—executed, too, in his prime, when he was seven 
years old—fetched only twenty guineas, at Cunistie’s, last week, 
while his “ Portrait of an Elephant” realised double that amount 
less than a year ago. 


Tue Philistinism of parents is almost beyond belief. It is said 
that while Master Henny Rarnari was engaged the other day 
in decorating his father’s drawing-room wall-paper with cartoons 
painted in vermilion, that ignorant gentleman not only inter- 
rupted the artist’s work, but even y him to severe “yy < 

in as a reward for his industry! It is to be hoped t the 
Beane of the Academy will prosecute this barbarous nt, and 
that he will thus reap the punishment which he so richly deserves. 





On the Bourse. 

Wigsby. I’m seriously thinking of going in for one of these 
new motor-cars. . ¢ 

Grigsby. Much better stick to your old public vehicle. 
| Wigsby (taken unawares). My old public vehicle! What’s 
| that ? 
Grigsby. The promoter trap, of course! 

[Vanishes into Capel Court. 





At Florence. 
First Tourist. Hullo! Barxins, what brought you here? 
; Tourist (facetiously). The railway, of course. And 
you 
First Tourist (getting mized, but thinking he has his friend). 
My wife’s wish A the Leaning Tower of Pisa ! 
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Is OUT OF PRISON, BUT NOT OUT OF DANGER; TWO 


THEN WHY NOT MAKE THE OPENING oF THE New YEAR THE OpeNING Day oF THE PRISON 


rHE OTHERS, AND, NoT IN TERMS OF QUESTION, BUT OF CHARITY, EXCLAIM, wiTH Kine Henry THE Fovrrts, 


Se 





“Dr. Jm” 


OUR OPENING DAY! 
AND TERMS OF LOVE TO ALL OF YOU!” 
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Mr. Punch. 


OTHERS HAVE FULFILLED THEIR TERM. 


GATES TO 
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Second Lady. ‘‘YEs, HE DID. 


THROWN OUT. 
irst Lady (to Friend, who has just ridden across a field of young grass to ask directions of a Farmer), ‘‘ Dip HE TELL YOU WHERE TO Go?” 
AND IF YOU GO OVFR HE’LL TELL YoU, TOO!’ 








PROVINCIAL SKETCHES. 
No. VII.—JANE 


Ou, for honeyed words and phrases to describe the subtle graces 
That distinguish her from all the crowd profane! 


Oh, for painter’s fairy 


ette or the sculptor’s magic mallet 


And the clumsy ducks come waddling from the pool where 
they ’ve been paddling 
’Mid the water-weeds, and eagerly they crane, 
As they troop in order single up the shelving bank of shingle, 
When they hear the silver voice of pretty Janz. 


So she moves about her duties like a queen of rustic beauties, 





To immortalise the charms of pretty Janz! 


Neath her silky drooping lashes there ’s a hazel eye that flashes 

; Where the sunshine seems to sparkle through the rain ; 

For the Farmer’s winsome daughter is a gem of purest water, 
And the countryside is proud of pretty Janz. 


It is striking, very striking, what a number have a liking 
; For the Farmer, and come tramping down the lane ; 
For the road is long and dusty, and the Farmer’s somewhat 


crusty, 
And has nothing of the charm of pretty Janz. 


| Nay, the gouty red-faced Majors, and the oldest of old-stagers, 

Hobble all the weary way and back again, 

| And a - not grudge the trouble, and they would not, were it 
ouble, 

Just to catch a passing glimpse of pretty Janz. 


For ’tis better far than nipping in the Club, to see her tripping 
‘Through the farmyard, singing softly some refrain, 

While the purring Tom, resplendent in a ribbon, trots attendant, 
Tail erected, at the heels of pretty Janz. 


And the Pigeons leave the gables and the thatch upon the stables, 
_Where they love to circle round the ing vane, 

Till the foremost, growing bolder, will alight upon her shoulder, 
Cooing gently as he nestles up to Janz. 


And the hens come hurry-scurry, with their foolish noisy flurry, 
Like a lot of women running for a train, 

While the bantam, crowing loudly, flaps his little pinions proudly 
As he struts along in front of pretty Janz. 








Till the youngsters, 
For the 


take to writi 


one would think, were all insane, 
sonnets to the lavender sun-bonnets, 


And t 


eyebrows, and the lips of pretty Janr. 





And the Majors homeward toddle with their gouty little waddle, 
Fondly dreaming they are young too once again, 

And they wish it had been given them to find the way to heaven, 
For they ’re sadly loth to part from pretty Janz. 








After a Rua with the Quorn. 
(In the Train.) 


never chop your fox! 
my motto is, never stake your horse! — 
i Belong to the Anti- 


First Cavalier. I say 
Spent Contin. hed f ) 
ious in corner of carriage). 
Grill-room League, I sup , gentlemen | , 
Awf silence for rest of journey to Leicester. 





A Marine Widower. 
[Old Harry and his Wife were two natural chalk standing in the sea 
near Swanage. The recent gales have swept the Wife away.) 
Poor Old Harry! at last of your wife bereft, . 
Poor Old ! for long you were one though twain, 
Poor Old we ’re thankful that you are left, 
But poor Old Harry! you never can marry again! 





Sartor1aL.—The 
because the ladies 
must follow suit. 


rock coat is said to be doomed. Probably 
ve taken up cutaway jackets. The men 
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THE SELFISHNESS OF MAN. 


Teddy. ‘‘ AWFULLY SORRY ALL THE ICES ARE DONE—COULD ONLY 
GET ONE FOR MYSELF. WILL YoU HAVE A MACAROON AND SOME 


GINGER-Pop t” 








ROUNDABOUT READINGS, 
Letters from Mr. R. to his Nephew at Cambridge, and to Others.) 
No. V.—Apvicr as To CHoice or Books, 


My pear Jack,—I wonder if you still possess the £10 pre- 
sented to you by your aunt for the purchase of books. Heaven 
forbid that I should make any imputations on your perfect moral 
rectitude; but I know that the youngsters of my own da 
entertained a dislike amounting almost to loathing for what 
may term the conservation of money. No flight of swallows 
speeding Southward ever went more swiftly than did the shil- 
lings, the half-crown, and the soverei of those cheerful under- 
—— They scattered a bimetallic shower with generous 

ands over the town of Cambridge and its surrounding districts, 
and for a time lived at the rate of £10,000 on an allowance of not 
more than £300. A gift of £10 for books would have been re- 
ceived with delight, but while the question of how to stock a 
library was still debating, I warrant the £10 would have fled away 
into the Ewigkeit of Hans Brerrmann’s party. Then in a burst 
of remorse the books would have been purchased, and the unpaid 
bill for them would doubtless have been included in the 
eventually submitted to a stern father for payment at the end 
of our young friend’s University career. That sounds horribly 
dishonest, and so, indeed, it is, if you consider it with a proper 
strictness. But this youthful thoughtlessness never considered 
anything with strictness, and the result was the misery to which 
Mr. Mwcawber was so frequent and so gloomy a victim. But the 
lesson learnt was not without its value, and I am bound to add 
that nearly all the gay young squanderers with whom I have kept 
in touch have settled down into the most complete financial 
rectitude and the most perfect general ility after their 
bitter experience of pecuniary disaster at the University, Man 
of them, as I know, thread the mazes of commerce with skill, 
and battle, non sine gloria, on the Stock Exc and in banks ; 


nor does anyone venture to cast a slur upon their fair fame or 
their mercantile credit. This is not to say that you are to be a 
Read Pendennis, and say if you are anxious to 


squanderer. 








gp Gevash, Pen’s bitter experience. Of what avail to him was 
is reputation as a wit and a gad. gay: how did it profit 
him that he was magnificently arrayed in othes of beautiful 
cut, that his person sparkled with jewels when the duns were 
hamme at his oak, and the ruthless pow of the examiners 
Sod aaeell ever him? No; keep away from extra ; live 
decently and moderately, enjoy your happy youth and try to be 
both modest and manly, not merely in your general ing, but 
more particularly in the control of your finances. This advice 
is probably useless to you, for I understand that the young men 
of the present day are careful and methodical, that they keep 
sae accounts, and live strictly within their incomes. This 
information, to the strict accuracy of which I do not pledge 
myself, came to me from a maternal source, in point of fact 
from Mrs. Hoxns.owsr, whose two sons are, I am told, models 
of iety and regulated behaviour in the sister University 
of ord. You know these two young men. » pray re- 
lieve my mind by assuring me that the Apotraus HornBLowER 
who quite lately lit a re in his College quadrangle, and after- 
wards painted a don’s door vermilion (I ae of the esca by 
J — chance) was not one of these patterns of the cardinal 
ues 
And now to be brief with you as to these books. Buy, in the 
first place, books that deal with noble actions. Naprer’s history 
of the war in the Peninsula is such a book, stately, dignified, an 
inging throughout with the true heroic ring. ho can read it 
without a stir of the pulses and a heightened colour as the i- 
ficent pageant of British endurance and valour passes before hi 
eyes. n, lest you should think that Britons only are cour- 
us and strong, take such a book as the Memoirs of Baron 
Marbot (they are admirably translated by Mr. Burizr), and learn 
his story of the Battle of Eylau how Frenchmen could fight 
and suffer and die for their Emperor and their country. Those 
ee eae and the that trod the stage of life 
were mighty; but I think, should the need arise, that the men 
of our own time would answer to the call and bear themselves 
not less worthily. This soldier, Marsor, was a ter from his 
youth up. He never played football, or ran a t mile race, 
or helped to e a bump. Yet could march, and bear 
fatigue, and ride long-distance rides with despatches, and fight 
hand to hand like any Paladin. Courage an t deeds are 
the private possession of no particular age and country. We 
have no private patent for them, though to hear some of us talk 
7 might think we had. But this subject grows in the writing. 
must revert to it on another occasion if your patience and 
your money can last for a few days. 
Good-bye, my dear boy, Your affectionate uncle, Bos. 








THE NEW COINAGE. 


Our change is changed: the penny of futurity 
Portrays Britannia seated on the shore 
Ruling the waves in —. peace and purity, 
As heretofore. 
But banished are the lighthouse and the galleon, 
Which formed the old supporters of the seal ; 
And now she sits upon the large medallion 
(So like a wheel) 
Alone, alas! and cold as any icicle. 
But, in this land of bye-laws, is it right 
Britannia’s self should ride upon a bicycle 
Without a light ? 








BLACK CARE BEHIND THE AUTO-HORSEMAN. 


Tue villagers were wild with terror. Every cottage was closed, 
and the frightened occupants were huddled together in corners, 
fearful of the least sound that disturbed the awe-stricken silence. 

Then there was the sound of hissing, as if a score of serpents 
were in pursuit of some hunted rabbit. The sibilation, which 
grew louder and louder, was followed by the whirl of wheels, 
and the faint perfume of petroleum crept into the village streets. 

The noise increased in volume. And now was heard loud 
exclamations of anger and despair. “Take care of the pump!” 
cried one. “Don’t upset the stocks!” yelled another. “Keep 
to the right!” “Keep to the left!” Babel seemed to have broken 
loose for a moment, and then the whirring of the wheels and the 
hissing of the serpents decreased and died away. 

“Hurrah!” the shout came from every throat. Shutters 
disappeared in a twinkling, doors were opened in a trice, and the 
— ——- a —" bells of the church were 
chiming now in token of universal joy. 4 

Fon tthe motorcar had passed trough the village and hed 


gone far, far away. 
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SPORTIVE SONGS. 


A RoMANTIC CENOBITE RECALLS BYGONE BLIS8 
on New YEArR’s Day BY SOME WELL-RE- 
MEMBERED SANDBANKS, 


ANOTHER twelve months passed away, 
And oh! the world is not s0 young! 
Day follows night, and night the day, 
And oh! the world is not so young! 
But what are nights and what are 
Waeneas a eee ay 
en psalms are sung for roundelays 
And oh! the world 1s not so young! 


There was a time, when wine ran 
And oh! the world is not so young 

When joyousness and ter led, 
And oh! the world is not so young! 


| "Tis not the space of one short year 
| That changes slowly mirth to fear, 


Or brings, instead of smiles, a tear, 
And oh! the world is not so young! 


| I held the earth within my hand, 


And oh! the world is not so young! 


| Then tried to count its golden san s 


| Swift as the 


But oh! the world is not so young! 
And onnine © the de Ww 
ight of wild sea-mew, 


| My grains of gold, how passing few! 


But oh! the world is not so young! 


| Each year was but to me a day, 


And oh! the world is not so young! 


| I reckoned not Life’s onward way, 


| But yester-e’en it seems 


And oh! the world is not so 


young! 
that here 


| The sky was blue, the sea wes clear— 
| To-day immi 


drear, 
And oh! the world is not so young! 


| | deemed myself in realms divine, 


| When I said “ Mine? ” you echoed 


But oh! the world is not so young! 
Mine.” 
But oh! the world is not so young! 
Happy as children, our refrain 

Was “ Love! and Love and Love again!” 


| Our castle thus we built in Spain. 


But oh! the world is not 
* * * 
Across the dunes a form I fix, 
But oh! the world is not so young! 
With children one, two, three—no! six! 
But oh! the world is not so young! 


so young! 
* 


| "Tis you! a matron grave, austere, 


| Well—here’s Good 


ere | 


uck, a Bright New 
Year! 
But oh! the world is not so young! 


An angel of another s 








“SMART AND UP-TO-DATE.” 


Ou, shibboleth new, the sensational crew 
Are mouthing ad nauseum daily, 
You sicken the soul! When the gutter- 


imp ghoul 
In crime’s nasty details grubs gaily, 
When sickening news from the slums and 
my the stews 


rters cheap relate, 
| They ’re sure to pa the equivocal fame 





Of “smart and up-to-date.” 


The cynic clap-trap, the “smart” rag- 
. . ours. 
Tit-bits to the trivial taste, 
“ Block-ornament” bits from degenerate 
“ wits,” 
The - of art-imps unchaste ; 
Gehenna’s foul gleanings, impure double 


Pre tickle the prurient pate, 


these, be sure, set forth the lure, 
Of “smart and up-to-date.” 
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The unsexed dame who knoweth not 
shame 


Who writes, or rides, or dresses 
In fashions the , ungraceful, im- 


modest, 

And so to mode’s front proudly presses, 

On bikes, in books, with mannish looks, 
From grace “emancipate,” 

Will pose, right proud, before the crowd | 
As “smart and up-to-date.” 


Oh, eee ne may you come as a/| 
friend, 
A “fin-de-sitcle” in truth! vs 
May we make a new start. May the shib- | 
boleth “smart” 

Be taboo to pure maiden and youth. 
For the cynical grin at sly toying with | 
sin, } | 
Ghoul-soul and apish pate, | 
Are as stupid as Me though they ’ve | 


sw: aw 
As “smart and up-to-date”! 


At Church on Christmas Morning. 

Startled Sidesman (with collection plate 
to Mr. Grindstone, who has just whispered 
to him). Eh? What, Sir? 

Mr. Grindstone (still whi 
give me change for a chilling,” 
pretend it’s a sovereign! — 

[Sidesman most justifiably passes on. 


Miss and Mistletoe. 


(A damsel rebukes a clumsy dancer, who has 
neglected an opportunity. ) 
I woutp not say a word, you know, 
To cause you any painful throes, 
But just beneath the mistletoe 
You trampled on my misled toes ! 


Guard (to inebriated traveller, at junc- 
Hit soaller (oith dignity 
a . 
that I ’ve got a return Vircot 














7° ken, mon, 
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‘‘HAVE WE TO BWING THEM, Mummy pear!” 


‘‘An, LirrLe WoMAN, ARE You READY? WELL, Now, I WANT You AND NURSE TO GO DOWN TO THE STATION TO ORDER SOME COALS,” 
*‘OH DEAR NO, DARLING! THEY 'LL SEND THEM IN A CaRT.” 
‘Ou, wow? THAT BE JOLLY! MAY WE WIDE BACK IN IT, Mummy?” 








A HAPPY NEW YEAR! 
Mr. Ponca to youne Master Ninety-Seven. 


A Harry New Year! Well, you ought to be happy, 
As sixtieth one of a glorious reign | 
A chorus of cheers greets your advent, young chappie, 
And not all for you, boy, so do not be vain. 
The Laureate, ALrrep, his lyre may be thrumming 
To out- Dryden Drypen in eloquent gush, 
Concerning the annus mirabilis coming. 
And great recollections do come with a rush! 
Far stronger and sweeter than music and metre 
Can wholly do justice to, memories fi 
From six crowded decades. Time’s footsteps seem fleeter 
Than then in the thirties; more rapidly knock 
Time’s brood at our doorway. Yet, young Ninety-Seven, 
We welcome you gaily and banish poor fear ; 
And wish all the world, by the blessing of Heaven, 
A Happy ew Year! 


The Queen! God bless her! She ’s worthy possessor 
Of Time’s, as of so many records beside ; 
And when, since the days of the gentle Confessor 
Whose memory Westminster treasures with pride, 
Had England a monarch so stainless and stately, 
So patriot-pious and selflessly pure ? 
Young Year, your good luck you may chortle o’er greatly, 
Your fame in your sire’s lengthy list is secure. 
And what a long story of progress and glory 
You ’re heir to, youn Hopeful The a s end 
Is close on your heels, or our Age is grown hoary ; 
But you will not soon be forgotten, young friend! 
And so, though you come at a critical season, 
With dountaee rife, a new century near, 
We meet you, yy ae. you, and not without reason, 
appy New Year! 


ay a - plenty to tackle! There’s optimist cackle, 
mist croaking to hear and to judge : 
The = ding of ——— ary that won’t shackle, 
ivesting impe spirit of—fudge ; 
Make friends transatlantic without sham or antic ; 
Maintain that old Concert, yet not play Dead- March 








To simple humanity ; neither run frantic 
Witk gush, nor soul-stiffen with diplomat starch ; 
Preserve our old sea-sway, and keep the flag flying, 
Without stint of manny, or swaggersome waste ; 
With everyone friendl ly, on no one relying, 
The ire up-build without rest, without haste ; 
Bind all Il English -speakers in cordial communion ! 
Vicroria’s Sixtieth then shall appear 
To all who love England, and Heneer, and Union, 
The Happy New Year!!! 








RAILWAY LIE-ABILITY. 


Dear Mr. Puncu,—I am always fond of a joke, and can hear 
its geen say, a score of times, but I am getting very weary 
| of that good ol ‘jest which meets the eye of the traveller at 

| every railway station. It runs :— 

“* Any servant of the company accepting a Graturry is liable to instant 
| dismissal.” 

Now for ze many years the directors, the guards, the 
porters, and the wayfarers of the United Kingdom must have 
enjoyed this jeu de mots, but, _ the sandwiches at most re- 
freshment rooms, it palls petite. Personall I re- 
joice in infringing this a and — never found “any 
servant of the company” who didn’t heartily join issue with me 
in my ill-doing. e liability is so limited, moreover, that r'll 
venture to say ae | isn’t a ticket-collector who wouldn’t gladiy 
od ine. Be shares in the National Great Public Ti 

eae. 3 But why make buffoons of those ever-willing, 

— —_ = few exceptions, always courteous men, 
oe and file way Army? Now, Gentlemen of the 
Railway Interest, “= is where your common sense about com- 

ee ought to come in! At least in the opinion of your 
admirer, NICODEMUS THE ATETIO. 

Gazecook Chambers, W 





| 








MOTTO FOR CYCLISTS. 


| “How many perils do environ 
The man who meddles with cold iron.” —Hudibras. 


Nor rer OrriciaLty Recoenisep By THE Portz.—The Vale of 
Orete to Turkey. 














| | 
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THE QUEEN’S YEAR! 
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[‘‘ A great grand-daughter of Freip1ne’s has revised Tom Jones for home perusal.’’—Daily Paper.) 
Iv Tue DesceNDANTS OF OTHER Last-CeNTURY NOVELISTS SHOW THE SAME ENTERPRISE, WE SHALL HAVE NURSERY SCENES AS ABOVE. 








OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 


Here is Mr. Crzment Snorrer’s Charlotte Bronté and her 
Circe, published by Messrs. Hoppgr anp Stoventon. Now to 
write a lengthy biography of some celebrity in several volumes 
is a laborious work for the compiler, and likely to prove a tedious 
study for the reader. But here in this book will be found “a 
better and a Shorter way.” Mr. Crement Sorter shows 
himself a man of letters and notes, as he limits himself to a col- 
lection of e istolary correspondence (CHartotre having been a 
very Micawber in this respect), and provides us with his annota- 
tions and connecting links as sete es An odd sort of indi- 
vidual was CuaRr.orreE, as is evidenced by her occasionally eccentric 
conduct, and by her opinions, as a spinster, on love and marriage 
given freely at p. 305, which the Baron advises the r to com- 
pare with her sentiments on the same subjects when subsequently 
writing as a married woman at pp. 492 and 493. That she most 
highly appreciated THackgray 1s greatly to her credit, but that 
she entertained only a qualified admiration for Dickens shows her 
deficient in a certain kind of humour. Of the works of such hu- 
morists as Hoop, Hoox, the Smrrus, Baruam, and others, she 
seems to have known little or nothing. Tom Hoop would have 
said that in refusing an offer of marriage from the Rev. Henry 
Nussgy, Cuar.totre Bronte might have easily informed him that 
. though she would be delighted to live in a rectory, yet she could 
not regard with equal pleasure the of taking charge of a 
Nussey-ry.” She confided her offers and what she thought of 
them to her friends ; and very unsentimental, nay, almost heart- 
less are her confidential communications on such subjects. Yet 
when she was twenty-five she played the one practical joke of 
her life which was, as she recounts it, that, being a Protestant 
and residing in Brussels, she went one evening to the Church of 
Saint Gudule, and there “an odd whim came into my head,” she 
writes, and she entered a confessional and went to confession, 
just “to see what it was like.” However, she was soon detected, 
and as, “somehow,” she writes, “ I could not tell a lie,” she owned 
herself a Protestant. Then she adds, “I actually did confess—a 
real confession.” “TI think,” she concludes, “ you had better not 
tell Papa of this. He will not understand it was only a prank.” 
The above is a strange episode in the life of a decidedly serious 
young woman of twenty-five, in whom there was no gush, as is 
evidenced in her letter (p. 174) on the death of her sister Emmy. 
The account of THackeRayY escaping from his own literary dinner- 


party (p. 422) is delightful. Mr. Suonrer has admirably exe- 
cuted his self-imposed task, but, excellent as is the index of the 
Bronte Chronology, the absence of dates in the margin, and of 
“insets” as side-headings, will be felt by all who wish to use the 
volume as a book of handy and ready reference. 

The Baron trusts that in the course of time we shall 
have a book on Lord Leientom, and one on Sir Jouw Mutua, 
as perfectly got up as is the splendid work in a single large volume 
entitled Meissonver, his Life and his Art, written by M. 
Vatiery C. O. Grearp, de I’ Académie Frangaise, Vice-Recteur 
de V Académie de Paris, and published by Witu1am Heinemann, 
of London. The style of the biographer is as charming as it is 
easy and lucid, and from first to last the matter is made person- 
ally interesting. The reproductions of Mxissonrer’s tings, 
sketches, and scraps must delight all his admirers, and will cer- 
tainly add to this legion a multitude that have never had the 
good fortune to see the originals of even his best-known highly- 
finished pictures. Baron pe B.-W. 








Some Norgs ror Ovutiines or Enouisn History.—In the sixth 
century England was a strictly mathematical country, and its 
inhabitants were called “ Angles.” They were divided into clever 
or “Acute Angles,” and dense or “ Obtuse ” Honest 
natives were “Right Angles.” That they o lived to a 
good old may be deduced from the frequent mention of “ An 
Angle of ninety-five.” 


Ir cors witnour Sayine.—The Russian Government denies 
that it is about to establish a colony on the Red Sea. Of course 
the Black C. (of the Press) would not stand any opposition from 
something likely to be read. 


Our SHakspeartan Socrety.—In the course of a discussion, 
Mrs. —— , that she was positive that SHaKsPzARE was 
a butcher by trade, vecause an old uncle of hers had bought 
Lambs’ Tails from Shakspeare. 





Reatty Generovs.—At Christmas time and on New Year's 
Day, a billiard marker, who would not like his name made public 
pases to “do good deeds by stealth,” invariably tips all 


is cues. 


HAMLET TOA Lina iv Docx.—“ List! List! Ob don’t list.” 
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VA 

Croven IpiL— nl 

First Cabbie (a of motor-cars). 

OHAP AS WENT IN FRONT WITH A FLAG TOO—BAH/ 
BE'IND 'EM, AN’ PICK UP THE BITS!” 


NOUGHTS AND CROSSES. 
(A Review.) 
Owz pipe, perhaps one whisky, 
Then bed —it S citer two— 
By Jove, a pipe ’s a comfort, 
Now for a bird’s-eye ” view! 
One glance—ah! here’s the programme, 
Worst time I ever had. 
Bad partners, bar those crosses— 
The whole affair was bad. 


Four crosses! I was leaning, 
In fact, against the wall 
Those dances, but in fancy 
With you i danced them all— 
With you, who, all unconscious 
Were dancing in to-day 
With some confounded fellow 
A hundred miles away. 


But now some doubting demon 


Is whispering in my ear 
That “ nought” to “cross” must answer— 


The game is so, I fear. 
I fear to-night those symbols 


M 


May represent our thought, 
thought of you—these crosses, 
e thought you’ve given me—nought! 


<A 
(style 


** AFTER ALL THIS "ERE FUSS A-GETTIN’ RID 0’ THE = 
Wor THEY WANT Is A COVE TO Go 


Tus New anp FasHionaBLe CompPLalnt. 
—A motor-cardiac affection. 











AUGUSTE EN ANGLETERRE. 
Nores sur L’ALMANACH. 

Dear Mister,—After to have passed several months in Eng- 
land, I comprehend to the foundation the manners and the habi- 
tudes of that country there, as a tourist, or “globetroter,” who 

passed some weeks in China, or as a Member of the Parlia- 
ment who has visited the Oriental Indias during the vacations 
of the House of the Commons. All the two would write their 
impressions of voyage. In doing of same me I have pre 
these notes on the almanack, and I expedite them to you at the 
fine of december, when all the world thinks to the almanack of 
the new year. Agree, &c., AUGUSTE. 

Janvary.—The Day of the Year. I wish to you, Mister Punch, 
the good year! After that I find not that there is much 
who arrives during the month of january. I consult alldays 
the Almanack of Warraker for 1896, and in january I find but 
some errors. It is very curious. Mister Warraker says that 
the six is the twelfth day. How that? It is perhaps a 
fault of imprimary. Then a says “Caries THE First be- 
headed C. Brapiaven,” with the date. How that? Then he 
says, “H. M. Srantey, M.P. 1841.” There is longtime that 
he is deputy. And at above, “H. M. procl. Emp. of India.” 
I have never heard to say that Mister Stanuey was Emperor of 
India. There is invariably some letters “d” or “b” mixed with 
es names. Excepted these little errors, the Almanack is ex- 
cellent. 

Fesrvary.—The fourteen is the feast of St. Valentine, the day 
where the men in England send to their “sweethearts” some 
drolls of little madrigals and of other poetrys, printed on paper 
adorned of little pictures of hearts, of flowers, and of cupidons. 
It is a custom very ancient. There is at present a functionary, 
called the “ Poet-Laureate,” a certain Mister Austin, without 
cease occupied to write the poetrys for the “valentines.” He 
has a pretty talent for that. In february, the sittings of the 
Parliament commence ordinarily. It is all regula for the 
sport. When the chase to the in. the chase to the partridges, 
and the chase to the pheasants are almost finished, the deputies 
have enough of leisure for to discuss laws. About this time 
here, according to the date of Easter, there is the mardi gras, 
the tuesday of shrove, when all the English eat the cakes of Pan, 
usage of which one ignores the origin. He has the air of to date 
from the time of the ancient Greece. 

Marcu.—During this month here ordinarily there has place 
the ot ay boats — Cambridg p Be 4 is very 
renow in the sport. @ equipage, uipage, who gains 
receives a blue ribbon, called “the blue ribbon of the tut. In 
England a blue ribbon indicates a man who loves the water. 
Many hundreds of n go of good hour to the Thames, 
and attend patiently at the border on the mud for to moto 
the boats. This is ennuyant, and therefore anything which is 
also annoying is called “the blues.” At the occasion of this race 
as testimony of sympathy with the two equipages, all the ladies of 


the college of Oxford and of the college of Cambridg are dressed 
| entirely in blue, so entirely that they are called “ blue stockings.” 
Aprit.—tThe first, in France, one gives sometimes the one to 
the other a fish of april. In Englan the other becomes a fool 
|of april. The scottish writer Cartyie, said that the most part 
| of the English are some fools. Without doubt he wrote this the 
first april. For, excepted that day there, I find that the English 
| are not imbeciles of the all. A little egoist, a little that which 
| one calls “ jinggo,” but imbecile—ah no! Carrie, being Scot- 
| tish, wrote the english language with so much of difficulty that 
| he was obliged yen ! of to serve himself of german words. 
By consequence I comprehend but very little of his works. Better 
would value to write entirely in german, a stranger language, as 
me I write in english. In this note I speak of Easter. The saint 
friday in + all the world, r faire maigre, for to make 
thin, eats only some drolls of little cakes, extremely unhealthy, 
called “ Hotcross Buns.” They resemble to the horrible “ buns” 
sold in the restaurants of the english railways. Ah ¢a, me I 
should prefer a thin day to the french, 4 la frangaise ! 
May.—One calls the first the “ Mayday.” It is the day where 
the English walk themselves adorned of garlands, and sometimes 
entirely covered of verdure, that which is called “the wearing of 
the green,” and he who is within, “a Johnny inside the green.” 
The first monday of may the mang of the Academy of Arts has 
place. There is a small number of nope y and still less of 
statues, in comparison of the two Salons at Paris. Some ones 
of the pictures are some chiefs of work, but there is of them 
many which are but “boilers of the pot,” as say the english 
painters, because they serve themselves of them after for to light 
the fire. At the end of the month all the world goes to the races 
called “the Epsom,” at Darby, chief-place of the department of 
the Darbyshir. Sir Harcourt was formerly deputy of Darby, 
but he was not elected after that “the Epsom” was gained two 
times of following by the Lord of Roszsery. ‘ 
Junz.—The lundi de Pentecéte is called in England “ Wit mon- 
os Ls ag Large - apeay Ae sane pre, engine 
very little, but this day here, at that whi e a rs ey 
amuse themselves with some wit. At cause of that ait the banks, 
all the offices, and all the magazines are closed, because they are 
not spiritual of the all, but naturally sad and severe. Then each 
one goes himself away some oe, bousculé in the stations of rail- 
way and in the trains, full of world, and a man of the people is 
enough often drunk at the fine of the day. there an 
idea of pleasure! Above all the to-morrow when he is con- 
demned to pay some amend by the juge de paix, in oe, “the 
beack.” During this month also there is the races of Ascot, and 
the great games of cricket on the field of a certain Monsieur C. C. 
Lorp, that which one calls “M. C. C. Lord’s ground.” And the 
twenty all the world celebrates the Accession of Her Majuy the 
Queen. Permit, Mister Punch, that a French may say, with the 
most great respect and the most humble admiration, “God save 
the 


(La suite prochainement, the following neztly.) 




















| that there is much in common, &c., &c. 
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THE ANNUAL GREETING IN COMMON FORM. 
(At the service of those who require the article.) 
Once again three hundred and sixty-five 


days have since the bells St. 
Paul’s tolled out the then expiring year, 
and chimed in, &c., &c. 

It is pleasant to consider that, in spite of 


an hour or so of ess, the sum 
turned out to be, &c., &c. 

Our foreign relations are still satisfac- 
tory, &c., &c. It is true that France is 
always chafing at the occupation of Egypt, 
but in her calmer mood she must be con- 
vinced, &c., &c. Then Russia is our close 
neighbour in India, but when we recollect 


Yet again, Germany can claim kinship with 
us, and if her Emperor for a moment 
seemed, &c., &c. , regarding the out- 
look as one not entirely without danger. 
we can rest satisfied that England will 
always be able, &c., &c. 

Domestic affairs naturally concern us as 
we sit beside the Yule-log, and as we 
glance at our boys and girls, education, 
&c., &e. But the school quest.on is not 
unanswerable, and with forbearance and 
good-will, &c., &e. 

In conclusion, we can wait for the tol- 
ling bell of St. Paul’s without apprehen- 
sion, &ce., &c. The world jogs on with the 
monotony of, &c., &c. There may be trade 
rivalries and political follies, &c., &c. For 
all that, what England has once done, she 
can, &c.. &c. So there is no reason why 
we should not, as Christmas is past, give a 
saad hearty welcome to the glad New 

ear. 








MISUNDERSTOOD. 


Mild Old Gentleman rescues a bun which Child has dropped in the mud, 
Child (all aglow with righteous indignation), ‘‘Tuat'’s my Bun!” 








THE COMPLEAT ANGLER. 
(Scenes in Dialogue.) 
I.—FAaILure. 

ScENE— Garden at back of Mrs. Onstow’s house in Kensington. On 
garden seat, near table with coffee-cups, Mrs, ONSLOW, a widow, and 
DOLLy (eighteen) and Daisy (nineteen), her daughters. Mrs. ONSLOW 
has an empressé manner and an angry smile. Do.ty and Daisy 
are pretty girls dressed in pink. Time—Three in the afternoon. 

Mrs. Onslow. It is very curious, but I have an odd presenti- 
ment that Lord Jasmyn will propose to one of you two to-day, at 
our garden-party. 

- Dolly. Mamma always looks on the bright side, doesn’t she, 

AISY. 

Mrs. Onslow. But you don’t really think he isn’t serious ? 

Daisy. We’re afraid he’s far too serious to propose to people 
who are so certain to accept him as—as either of us! 

Mrs. Onslow. He has invited himself to lunch twice, lately. 

Dolly. That’s very sweet and hospitable of him. 

Mrs. Onslow. I think it is Dotty Lord Jasmyn admires. 

Daisy. Men often pay far less attention to the girl who is 
really the object of their thoughts, Mamma, than to a mere 


| casual acquaintance. 





Dolly. He must be very devoted to you, dear! 

Mrs. Onslow. He talks more to Dotty. 

Dolly. He talks about Datsy. 

Daisy. And to me he talks about Mamma. 

Mrs. Onslow. Douiiy, do wear your mauve dress! 

— Oh, please not, Mamma! Mauve is the colour I wear 
when I refuse people. 

Daisy. You wear it very seldom, darling. 

Dolly. Do you mean that I am always accepting people, Daisy ? 

Daisy. No, dear, no. I didn’t mean that. I Lae you hardly 
ever —_" = anyone. 

Mrs. Onslow. I must get Ezziz to persuade you to wear your 
mauve. He’s coming early. knows so much of the world. 

Dolly. Ezzre’s horrid worldliness is no reason why I should 
wear mauve when I don’t want to, Mamma. 

Mrs. Onslow. How obstinate you are, child! 
Enter Ezzre, Mrs. Onstow’s nephew (twenty), coming down steps 

: from y- 

Ezzie. I’ve noticed Dotiy’s always obstinate in pink, Aunty. 
(Doty offers coffee.) No thanks—if I did it would keep me 
awake the whole afternoon. 





Mrs. Onslow. I shall leave you for a little while—I’m coming 


back. (Goes up stone.) 

Ezzie. I say, I think these back-garden parties of Auntie’s 
are perfectly ghastly. 

Dolly. So do I. 

Daisy. I think they ’re very amusing. 

Ezzie. Oh! That’s only your nasty cynical habit of makin 


the best of everything. You know they're really rather awful. 
You don’t mind my saying so, do you? I mean, there’s never 
anyone here one knows. 
aisy. | know; but Mamma gets hold of a whole heap of 

celebrities, and Lord Jasmyn likes looking at clever ports. 

Ezzie. How sweet of him! I hate being the only stupid person 
in a crowd of clever people—they make such a fuss about one. 

Dolly. Instead of talking nonsense, why don’t oy try and pre- 
vent Mamma throwing us at people’s heads in the dreadful way 


she does ? 
It’s so dread- 


Daisy. Yes. 
fully obvious. : 

Ezzie. My dear things, it doesn’t make the slightest difference. 
If she were cool to JasmyNn it would give it away ever so much 
more. He might think her designing, then—he can’t, now. 
She ’s too frank. Don’t you see? 

Dolly. It isn’t at all nice for us, anyhow. ’ 

Daisy. Lord Jasmyn has o~ seemed, lately, as if he were 
just going to say something, and then didn’t say it. 

y 


It makes us so uncomfortable. 


Ezzie. of course! I quite forgot. He asked me to tell 
you. He said he knew you would be pleased. 

Dolly. What conceit ! ; ’ 

Ezzie. He’s going to be married. To an American girl. He 
wants to bring o- to see you. . 

Daisy. Poor Mamma! Another failure! 

Dolly. I shall go and put on my mauve dress. e 

Ezzie. up, Dotty. You’re looking very beautiful, to- 
day. I really must make love to you some time or other. 

Dolly. It’s dreadful to hear you talk in this way. You used 
to be such a nice boy. ) ; 

Daisy. We used to tell him stories. ; 

Ezzie. Well, I could tell you lots, if you ’d only listen. 

Dolly. Oh, you ’re quite spoilt, now! But you'll tell Mamma 
—before the le come—about Lord Jasmyn ? ; 

Ezzie. Yes. I in break it to Aunty. She overdoes it, that’s 
what ’s the matter. j } 

Daisy. Yes, Mamma overdoes it. (They sigh.) 
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HINTS FROM OUR 


Tue New “ MororRaAMBULATOR.” 





CINDERELLA (VERY MUCH UP-TO-DATE). 


{‘* There is a praiseworthy tendency nowadays,’’ remarks a weekly literar) 
journal, ‘* to make children’s books instructive as well as amusing... . His- 
tory and science are eagerly welcomed when disguised in the garb of romance.’ 
In order to assist this “ praiseworthy tendency,” Mr. Punch, always wel 
abreast of the times, hastens to submit some fragments of a new version of an 
old fairy-tale, which, when completed, will surely both profit and deligh’ 
every youthful reader. | 


Once upon a time, assuming for the moment that time has an 
existence other than as a conditional necessity of thought, there 
lived a girl called Cinpenetia, whose name was doubtless de 
rived from the Sanskrit root kin, despite Max Mutuigr’s state 
ments to the contrary. She was very unkindly treated by he: 
two sisters, whose ill-temper was not unnatural, seeing that the 
eldest suffered from insomnia, and had incautiously taken large 
doses of bromide of potassium as a remedy for it. The pathu 
logical results of this drug are well known, they include . . . (In- 
sert two pages from the “ Dictionary of Medicine” here.) The 
other sister was, we regret to say, an assiduous reader of old 
fashioned fairy-tales, which contain no instruction whatever 
and consequently have a most pernicious effect upon the 
character. i 4 

So CrnpereLia sat in solitude by the hearth, where the dis 
interred products of the carboniferous epoch were in process o/ 
slow combustion, and the exudations from her lachrymal glands 
coursed slowly down her cheek. Suddenly the door opened ; her 
fairy godmother entered the room, and said—but it is necessary 
to pause here in order to remark that the supposed fairy was, in 
point of fact, nothing but a subjective illusion of CrnpERELLA’s 
excited brain. . Such instances of cerebral subconscious activity 
are by no means rare, and one theory explains them on the 
grounds (Here follow three s of psychology.) “ And 
so,” continued the fairy, “you wish to attend the ball to- 
night? You shall certainly do so; but first of all give me your 
attention while I explain to you the history of dancing, 
shall do under three heads:—(a) As an act of primitive sym- 
bolism, (b) As a part of heathen worship, and (c) As a social 
institution.” (Copious extracts from the “Encyclopaedia Bri- 
tannica” ensue at this point.) “Let me end by reminding you 
that you must be Meme tr midnight ; indeed, in counselling you 
to keep early hours, I am only acting in accord with the leading 
physiologists, whose advice upon this point is practically unani- 





INVENTOR’S NOTE-BOOK. 


I | students. 





THE COLUMN OF FATE. 


| 

| Onz record on that fateful 

A joyful entry I have reckoned— 

| Her appearance on Life’s stage. 

| Alas, it now records her second! 
* > >. * 


| A slim white figure in relief 
Against the old black oak outstanding— 


I see her still, the heart-s thief, 
As first I saw her on the landing 
| A pleasant house, a pleasant set— 
Pad the luck, as I’m a sinner, 


The only night we ever met, 
To take Amanpa in to dinner. 


We talked of pictures, books, and plays, 
Touched on a hundred subjects lightly ; 
| Our tastes agreed in various damp 
And—well, I think—we flirted slightly ! 
She had to go, alas, next day ; 
| Perhaps she wished—I know that I did— 
| That, when they asked us down to stay, 
| Our visits might have coincided. 
| How often since that day—since then 
| Remorseless Fate has kept us sun- 


dere 
I’ve wondered if we’ll meet again, 
And whether she—has also wondered ! 


None else has made my heart forget, 
Maid plain or pretty, dull or clever. 

To think of all the girls I’ve met, 
Yet one to touch AMANDA—never ! 


So I’ve good reasons—if not rhymes— 
For mourning, since my eye I carried 
Down the first page of Monday’s Times—- 
She — me, in short—she’s mar- 

ried ! 











mous. To quote from a 
British Association ‘a 

CrinDERELLA’s beauty at once attracted the notice of the Prince, 
whose presence was due to the fact that the government of this 
country was monarchical. As to the merits of this system as 
compared with those of a republican form of rule, it may be 
pointed out, in the first place (déc., &c.). In fact, so happy 
was CINDERELLA that she took no notice of the flight of time, 
until a clock at the end of the room, by the help of a familiar 
yet ingenious piece of mechanism (here insert a full description 
of it, with diagrams), struck twelve times. . . . 

“Nay,” exclaimed the Prince, “it were needless to place this 
vitreous slipper upon thy dainty foot, my beauteous CrnpDBRELLA, 
for I have already ascertained that it is a perfect fit by means 
of the Réntgen rays, the working of which I will now explain in 
detail,” (he does so,) “and therefore I claim thee as my bride!” 

So CrnpERELLA’s sisters were overcome with disappointment, 
and spent the rest of their days in writing Intellectual ne 
Stories, which were both Amusing and Instructive, and whi 
would doubtless have greatly benefited their readers, if there had 
been any; only the benighted children showed a marked pre- 
ference for tales of the old and foolish kind. But CrnpgreLia 
married the Prince, and lived happily for about 25°42 years after- 
wards, if one may accept Professor Sawpvust’s estimate of the 
werage duration of married life. 
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FREE TRANSLATIONS. 
(By Our Special Schoolboy.) 
Stat magni nominis umbra. Stick your name, large, on your 


umbrella. (For careful clubbites.) . 
Stare super vias antiquas. You can’t help staring at old guys. 


(For cheeky youngsters.) 
Abeunt studia in mores. There beant much manners about 
(For townsmen against gownsmen.) 
Aliquid facerem ut hoc ne facerem. Better hock than no 
liquid at (For topers.) : re 
Aliquis in omnibus, nullus in singulis. There ’s nothing singu- 
lar — > a lady _— on an gy (For —_ Sete 
mihi, res ingeniosa dare. e my tip, 
rs is the correct thing! (For schoolboys at Christmas 


you 
time. 














CIGARES DE JOY (Joy’s Cigarettes) afford | 
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pte Re LIQUEUR OF THE 


+” Sh *. 0°" CHARTREUSE. 


This delicious Liqueur, which 
has come se much into public 
favour on account of its wonder- 


, ful a ae 
“o < ond; areas 2 Z hia hon} 
. now had of a nc 
4Ar~w* Wine and Spirit herchants 
throughout the Kingdom. Sole Consignee, 
W. DOYLE, %, Crutehed Friars, London, B.C. 
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A handsome Practising 
and Saloon 
useful for Ladies, 
“New with 
Yoar 8 Lady 


Attendant. 


it only requires a little practice on the NEW 

KIT vi RK ROAD SKATE to enable anyone who 

has never had on a pair of skates to attain pro- 

ficiency, and be able to skate on the roads at any 
speed up to 16 miles an hour 


CAN BE SEEN AND TRIED AT THE 


ROAD SKATE Co.'s show rooms, 
271, Oxforé Street, W. 
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CIGARES| 


eJOY™. 
ASTHMA 





A LAXATIVE, REFRESHING FRUIT LOZENCE, VERY ACREEABLE TO TAKE. 


TAMA Roonsriparion, 
INDIEN = 
GRILLON. 


Intestinal een 
London: 47, Southwark Street, S.E. 
SOLD BY ALL CHEMISTS AND DRUGGISTS, 2s. Ga. A BOX. 





PRASSEneS AADAAAAAAALA 


** Prom the heath-covered mountains of 
Scotia I come.” 


DEWAR’S 


Ghoice Cid fers 


WHISKY. ~ 


—-9—— 


THe “SCOTSMAN 
BLEND.” 


A combination of the 
w made itn 
Hw of Bcot 

1 






on i 
Rent to an ' 
of the Kingdon A ts 


ceipt of remittance fe 
amount. 


J. H. DEWAR, 
«, seme 
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iron T THE BLOOD | is THE LIFE.” 


CLARKE’S 


WORLD-FAMED 


BLOOD MIXTURE 


ls warranted to cleanse the blood from all 
impurities, from whatever cause arising. 
For Serofula, Scurvy, Eczema, Bad Legs, 
Skin and Blood Diseases, Pimples and 
Sores of all kinds, its effects are mar- 
vellous. It is the only real orltrem for 
Gout and Rheumatic Paina, for it removes 
the cause from the blood bones. 
Thousands of wonderful cures 4A been 


THE 


‘‘PASTEUR” 
(Chamberland) FI .. E R. 


‘The Standard of Efficient Filtra- 
tion.”—Barisa Mepicat Jourwa:. 


“A real preventative of water- 
borne disease.” —Lixcer. 


To be had at the Stores, most Filter Dealers, 
or from the Makers. 


J. DEFRIES & Sone, 


a 147, Hounsvrren, Loxpox, E.C. 























immediate relief in cases of A MA, | 
) HEEZING,and CHRONIC BRONCHITIS. | 
Appreciated by pees and sufferers 

ver the world. Easy to use, certain in effect, 
and harmless in action, they are recommended | | 
for use by young and old. Chemists & Stores 
n Boxes of 35 at 2s. 6d., or free fron 
WILLOX & CO. ?., 88, MortimerSt t.. London, W 
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TABLETS 6: | 
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Gu U AR D imitations 








Sold only in 1-oz. Packets, and 2, 4, and 8-oz. 4 
and 1-lb. Tins, which keep the Tobacco in a 
Fine Smoking Condition. S 
PLAYER'S WAVY GUT CIGARETTES 
to Peshete contain Rotts Pocket Wins covtaining 16, and ia bo’s and 100° 





“PUNCH” 


is being set up every week by 
LINOTYPE COMPOSING MACHINES, 


PERPECTLY SIMPLE. 
SIMPLY PERFECT, 











Pocket Kodak 





A dainty little camera, weighing only 7 ounces. 
Can be slipped into the pocket, 
Makes pictures 1} X 2 inches. 
Loaded in daylight - 


nocessary. 


no dark room 


Achromatic lens, with three stops 


Improved rotary shutter always set for time or 
instantaneous exposures. View finder. ( ounter. 


Complete with roll of flim for 
12 exposures, 


£1 Is. 
EASTM A N Photographic 


Materials Co. Ltd. 
ttg-t17 Oxford St., London, W. 


Write for descriptive pamph'et post free 
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and a cake of 


TOILET SHAVING SOAP. 


THIS SOAP YIELDS A SPLENDID LATHER OF CHOICE FRAGRANCE. 


Price of Shaving Vase (with Lid) and Soap, 3s. Gd. 
Price of Shaving Vase (without Lid) and Soap, 3s. 
(THE BRUSH IS NOT SUPPLIED.) 


Toilet and Vestal Refill Tablets can be supplied for Vase. 
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